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ntaining Five New Songs, 
The Briſk Sportſman. 45; 
A New Love Song. 
A Warning to Bet rters, 
. Jenny of the Green, 
The Blind Boy, 
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Sold by Sam. Nayler, in B,oad-Mead, BRI 3701, 


POSTS CHE: voy 


ee 2 l 
A News 


AR K away, is the Bottle and Sub, 
; And likewiſe the fair tempting Laſs, =, 
Thatfca)] the briſk. Sportſman away, AF 4 75 2% 
© Then 8 ac 2 make no D FI? 


And all the Day Ti this, this is our 2 Fo 
LY 


Hill courting, and ſporting, and booxi 
_ This is our Delight, to drink all the Nighe, 


Ale all the * es Res 1 the Dy} 1 4 
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Ly 1. Fg that ke Fe Miſer . — : 
For her Charms brighr Gold is her Fee, 2 
Whilſt brisk Wine our Thoughts doth i in; ü, 8 
And Woman is all our defires”. e +--q--==- 

Aud all 18 5 long, Er „ LO — — 5 
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1 | They fay, Men to their own 1885 are Sven, . 
Eure ſuch Mortals can neer enjoy 2 — 
Which do not a Woman adore 33 
"Tho? {he's never ſo commen a Whore. 
N all tHe PPh oe, 3 
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l 6 late kind Cupia d ſhot his a 
4 And pierc'd it thro” my tender deen, 
My heatt he pierc'd quite thro and thro?,” 

3. so that i am in love with you, 

II My heart It is wounded foreand Ws e 


. that by night i cannot fleep, _ 
For phantom dreams diſturbs my reſt, * = IK 
1 Becauſe with you i am hot blefſr. 
And while you keeps your love conceal, 

My wounded heirt will ne'er be head, —— 
But if you love you will i TIL AS 

And ſoon will heal my wounded heart. TRAD 
| My love to you is al ligcere, 


It i ten thouſands did poſſeſs, 


1 Theretore be kind and not ſevere, W „ 
Thoſe riches ne er could make me biete, 
| Na what. is all the world to me, 


| | But grant to me your love again, 
VUnleſs that i am blefs'd in the. 15 . 


To eaſe me of my grief and pain. 
194 i 4 80 to conclude ll fay "Y more, it 
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x But only this i you aſſure; Loreen? 


In wedlock's bands do hope te he" . — 20 
| That you may be for ever mine. | 
.--< A N 8 W ER. : 
FHO“! cupid now has ſhot bis dart, 
And wounded you quite thro” the Hearts 

+} Yet i will heal thoſe wounds again, 1 
And put an end to all your pain,” 8 

And tho by night you take no ret, 1 
All in my arms you ſhall be ble, puts if 
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Ihen you may fleep moſt 2 rates 1 
ben in my arme eu Ir 1 
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My love from you I'll nat e . 091 N Els I 
But will the fame to-you reaveal; 2 41 
And heal thoſe wounds which i tg made, * 
And wow what can there more be laid. 0 F | 
For as you *promis'd to be true: . 5 

. So i will be the ſame to you, 3-4 | 5 12 
o to conclude i have anſwer'd thine, 


And now in wedlock we wil Join. „ 


A Warning t to Deſerte: 


0 foldiers all [hoe ales vous; T 

I beg You warping take by W 0 
: And never from Your colours flv, © OO 
It's for deferting i muſt dimm | 
Otr! wild Hugh Stinſon is my name. 
From aſhburn in the peaꝶ i c -Cm 7 
And at tl.e age of ſev enten 
T fell in love with molly green. 
| She was a Beaut v i da declare, n e 
And came from whieburch era, 2 6M 
She was an angel in my cee, &Aö A 91 DE 
Tho? for her ſake I now; muſt die; | 17 Sol —5 
Long time i waited for: her love, BO: 
But ſhe would never: conſtant plove - * THODTS - 7 
Then i thought did entertain 
To croſs the roaring Ovgena in We „„ 
No when i came ene r 

T never i could take a moments eaſe, ' ow br A -£ 

ng 
hich made me from. my colours. fv | 
And when to engl d 1 came cin 7 

I went unto-this boy outhful:dame; - N 
Deſiring ſhe would den. AL] 
Her bleeding heart : > ſwat 
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And for me did daily pray: ONS 7 
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She ſaid bugh ſtinſoo pray n gt 878 : 
I know You are a deſerter; + is — . $3 2 af ' 


For ifmy parents ſhould it know. © 2 3 A 
They ſoon would work your overthrow, 1.25852: MR 
Then nothing to her i did reply, he hn 
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Vet with 2 kif3 1 took my leave, ET Rt 3 
Tho i was bound a captive re. 25 n 

At work ſop near ing mnmm 
I put my rruft in a falſe man, 3 


I rook him for mx friend to bee. 
But ( Judas like) he nee me. „ 
From January to Jul TWO e 

On boards and ſtones ere did , 2 > on 
Praying to heaven night and day, "- 20 e 


To take my vital breath away: ni a2 by 
Then a court martial they did en. „ 
And i was brought before them all, „ 


They for deſerting did me tx. 
Aud the court · martial judged eue. N 
Ouhen beſpoke the preſident, - 
Begging.of me for to repent, 


T have done the beſt for you | car: 3. be? fx K 7 
But you' are a dying man. 1 
O lord, O lord, it grieves me . 1 Yi Ay 
To leave my bones on the iriſh ſhore, |. e 
2 generahpear aloud di Ip, TA "44 "513 

You byjthe lay of arms muſt die, © tk 


Twenty Seas s i had to live, 72 * 7 > + 7 
And bread and water did receive, Want If 1 
The clergy they came twiee a day, {© A 5 


Nn from england an, 3 
he duke of. devonſhire by name, pt 5 1 4 „ Sha * 
Lies lord ſieutenant for te be; nn "= LED 


And he frum death did let me le, 1 
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For to this lord > peer in TRE 

J wrote to him with my own hand; 

| Deſiring his grace would fave, . {ar 

| A dying mortal from the grave. ge WR I 

1 0 when theſe lines he look'd upon; + = 

And found it was his country- man; 

Says he i'll caſe him of his care, Wa: $7 
Pl ſend him into derbyſhire, _ IE 
| Oh then he gave a ſtrick 3 

That i ſhould be releaſed fout of hand, 

' My free diſcharge to me he gave, 


. And thus his grace my life did fave. * 1} AYE 

| - Whilſt i lieve i' m in daty bound, 8 A 
To kneel and pray upon the grour l, | 

But when he dies without controul/, „„ 

Sweet Jeſus Chriſt receive his Soul 13 


= You Soldiers all where · e er you be, 
I beg a Warning take by nme 
And never from your Colours fl, 3 
| Left for Deſerting you muſt die. . 


ſenny of the Green 


Hile others ſtrip the new fall'n, : 
ſnow, LEE 


And ſteal its fragrance from "the Roſe, _ 
To dreſs their theic fancy's queen, Þ}] 
. would [ ſing but words are faint, 
All Mußzck powers too weak to pam. 
My lenny of the Gren, 
My Jenny of the Green. ot Ds 
Beneeth this Elm, beſide this „ 
+ How-oft I've tun d the fav rite e, 
And told my tale unſeen. TENTS 
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| When deck d in all the pride * 8 


| The fragrant mirtle wreath I wear. 
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| While faithful i in the lovers cauſe _ 
| T he Winds would murmur loft. applauſe 


To me ſhe caſt her partial ee, 
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To. jenny, Ke. 
With joy my an revivewthin 


She hail'd the Sylvin cen, a t 
Then everv nymph that hope t6-pleiſe. ©: 


Firſt ſtrove io caten the "gee & 


Of Jenny, e. = 
Then deat to every: rivals fk 


Nor ſcorn'd'my, humble mein, 


That day adorned th: lovely. bat. =. 
Of Jenny of, &c. 5 
Thro' all the fairy land of loves: : 

PI ſeek my pretty wandering Dow 1 

The pride 75 gay. Afteen. 

Tho now the treads ſome diſtant pla W 

ITho' far a part Il meet ain. 

My Jenny of, n $6 he 

Ybut thou old: time till Har Hife du: iche | 

That brings her back with peedy l 

Melt e the heurs between; © 

nd when we meet the Iols repay, . 4 

Pn loiPring wing prolong my ON PT 

With 3 2 N reen. EIT 
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| The Bl ind Boy y. 
| Say what is that J. bing call 4 Lab. 
. mawhichi can ne er ; ; 
What is the Bling of the fight, 
O tell Poor blind boy.” 77 


Tow talk of wondrous thi ugs yon fee, 
you ſay the ſun ſhines bright ; 
I feel it warm but can't decern, 
the glimering of the light. 


My day and ni gh! myſelf i make, 
when ger i wake i pray; .. - 
And cou'd i always keep awake, 
it vod be always day. 


| With heavy fighs i 1 oftimes — 

you moan my hapleſs woe . 

Sr Car with Patience i mage bear. 
4 Joſs i ne er can know. . 


Then let not what i cannot belp, 
my peace f mind deftroy ;\ 

Whil thus 1 fing i am a king, 
altho, altho a ppor blind boy. 
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